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" You have murdered the young man !"

"But I have not 1" said Tom.    "Look and see."

"But I saw him fall!"

"But he has got up again, and run away."

" So !    Then where is your passport ?"

That one other fact cognisable by the mind of a
Prussian gendarme, remained as an anchor for his
brains under the new and trying circumstances, and
he used it. " Here !" quoth Tom, pulling it out.

The gendarme stepped cautiously forward.

" Don't be frightened. Ill stick it on your bayonet-
point;" and suiting the action to the word, Tom
caught the bayonet-point, put the passport on it, and
pulled out his cigar-case.

"Mad Englishman!" murmured the gendarme.
" So ! The passport is correct. But der Herr must
consider himself under arrest. Der Herr will give up
his death-instrument."

"By all means," says Tom: and gives up the
revolver.

The gendarme takes it very cautiously; meditates
awhile how to carry it; sticks the point of his bayonet
into its muzzle, and lifts it aloft.

"Schon! Das kriegt! Has der Herr any more
death-instruments f

"Dozens !" says Tom, and begins fumbling in his
pockets; from whence he pulls a case of surgical
instruments, another of mathematical ones, another
of lancets, and a knife with innumerable blades, saws,
and pickers, every one of which he opens carefully,